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r it >,rrr.lt X V.Concluded.

X l.i '1 tin* woman moan? How dared
i .'t l our excitable young friend, start:-okin;' puritanically ready

t .jubilate tbe Scarlet \\ oruan with all her
,i. Id ants but one.

What did -he mean?'" repeated Con-;
c. la iniup;, a- :»e laid her hand upon his

at. a"d
" .i ,.-d the raven duwa of broailrloth till he finilcd ; "

i in.- a-. cull and still' and unkind to

possible. and keep me from giving yon
chance to sj*ak to me or correspond

v as if we had not been honorable peot.idupon honor; but to set it ail right with
i ruard.-. as she did yesterday, at the last
in. t» just before she set ine down safely
... t on *h then it came very near being all
v.: : for yon; for, until she told me some

j d«-.-pairing nonsense that you talked to

i. I hud a great mind to run oif again, and
1 j. matter where ; and, after all, I did not

k whether to believe her or not. 'How
(, >hf dare? She did not know how your
» .uld lla h. I suppose; nor did I till this
i. men:. She do*'s tell fibs now and then.it
i ... r .11 iy fault.but always, she says, with a

; intention; and sue keeps a little paper
1 ii: whicii she sets them all down, so as to
1 .re nut t forget one at confession. I fear
mi ...iiid inn find that the ' soothing sacrament'
t heir it. if you were her director; and
v.. are ml-lit. Of all things, I detest and desp

<e falsehood ! "
" A tid of all things, I love truth," said Herman.prc.->itigher hand."Truth and Constan-ce,

one ad inseparable ! " And so they were. Herini ought not to have made puns, especially
) ... ones; but this one was founded on fact,
and oil a good fact.

lint what had become of his supernal and
unapproachable heroine, his sovereign queen.
I,, seventh heavenly >aint Y .She was gone;
and lie did not miss In r. His tragic muse had
j ,t li. r huskfns off, because the place whereon
lie -stood was holy ground ; but she stood for
mat only 1 lie nearer to his iicurt. Jt is not
every cliilii, who chooses his hook lor the sake

its pretty covers, that is so well pleased when
he comes to read it. or with so good reason,
li. rinaii had found in his.the fair pages of his

'slice's hcait.not quite what he had ex1"ted. it was true, but in nursery parlance a

pleasant surpri-e," a surprise so pleasant, that
it ecu r occurred to him to go back to ask what
Lis .vpoetation had been, or to compare it with
it reality. He had la en but a boy when he

.a love, and a gentle, versatile, dreamy boy.
w'i sought to find without him the stimulus,
j. ill.nice, and steadfastness, which In had not yet
t ;ii'i within. lie was a man now, and a strong

I re date, man, though tender-hearted still,
am! mud it as sweet to lead liis lady-love, as
m.. did to be led by him. He had changed so
i.i li. that if she had not been much changed.-.
'

o. she might not, she could not, have suited
-o well. If not altogether a guide for him,

s: was ea.ror t > be guided, and would, he forc
- .on permit him tube her guide in all

n i-ets win re -lie iieed«kl one; he hoped so,
a' i.-nst: ami if he was not quite sure, his doubt
wa lioin grain of pepper, w hich gave piquanc\to hi hope. If capable of being deceived, it
was through thoughtlessness and artlessness,
nut dullness: and she herself was incapable of
deceit. If not faultless, she was most candid
and open in owning hur faults, most nobly
e. r to i -air them, and most winning in

i.iug l'ormV I' >-. Happy is the man or womanwho tan pour nut all his or her failings
ami feeling s In lore the soul that loves him or
her iho be<t, and be only the dearer for the
revelation.

,

It is not to 1* imagined, however, that Her-*
man analvzi .! and anatonized Constance after
'hi-(.x i fashion himself, for our satisfaction;
fir fr.un it. ji is onlv 1, who do it for the

(.t jo\ ] -- enthusiastic readers.
W i' a deigning to pry nio the premises, he
jump..I at once to the eoi elusion tiiat she was

j.M -.ly what he wanted, to make him the
happiest of men : and a< tlii- was precisely the
aine eonelusii n to which he had jumped about

tl-ree y. ar. before, any little alteration in the
premise* over w hich he jumped was quite disregarded.

CHAPTF.R XVf.
Tin Kii it/itf» 1 \nufueat.

" Suffer me ii/.t in Jiny want
Tii see* rrir. tin ni ironi » riant
Tiiou dido in 'el : since nil moil be
Tiucked up wtiosc pruw-lh in not frr.m Thee

Hetry Vauglvan.
" clicio-.iii; man. remember this:

\ ou t »ke hi- nature with his name ;A«k. tno. what hi« religion in.
For you will ».»on be of l!ic same.*'

Jhi Angfl in the Hcitl*.
llernian's second letter (written on the secondnight alt. r Constance's return) to Clara.

d the latter on the n ad. On the receiptof his first, she had packed her travelling trunk,hidden Sally to puck her obedient squire, Edward's.and informed him. >n his coming home
fimii his club, thai u she would trouble hiin to
so'it her to llahimore the next tlay, to call

on their younger sister." She was astonished
to find how happy she felt, after all her fears
and misgivings. She die not know herself
i»rv well, or she would lave murvolled less.
Anv one. who did know her well, could have
mvu that actual joy to cit ier of her brothers
in u~t necessarily be joy to her, whatever she
:. lit have imagined beforehand; and it is
icartvlv necessarv to say tlmt Herman's letter
had been jubilant to overflowing. Her eyeshad overflowed, too. and daaced, and her heart
i 'ittided over it. Disinterestedness is the truest
- :! interest, after all. Persons of large and
gyticrous sympathies can never he quite withoutprosperity; for, how poor or lonely soever

I their individual lot may be, there can scarcely
t eur come a time to them when some of their
I friend* will not be wealthy, some of them famous.some beautiful, and some beloved; and

one generous, friendly soul takes to itselt the
wealth, fame, beauty," bliss, and each several
weliare of all its several friends, and is thus
the nn t wealthy, prosperous, and blessed, of
all.
Coa>tanee was just putting the last prettvtouches to her L>it<1te, a dav or two after, and,

a-happened, thinking of Clara, the only youngfemale friend quite to her mind whom she had
ey had, and conjecturing, tearing, and hoping,al*mt the renewal of their intercourse, when
Annette tapped at the door, said that a ladyand gentleman vished to see her, and handed
tier two cards. She saw ''Miss Arden" on th^hr.-t i,nc, und she saw no more. Her heartand riie gav'e a great start simultaneously. Sh»
'urried to the parlor, longing to have the first
Meeting over, but trembling so that she could
scarcely stand. ' My own precious sister!
ow happy you have made Herman!*' was
ar:t > sincerely grateful salutation, and Constancetound herself in her arms. In that

S|". warm embrace, she restec a moment, like* w child, lost, but comforted by beinguond again. I had no sister,whisperedc. ma voice choked with emotion, "to eoun'h
1U " could never have made him so unaPl'.r^ Kindest, dearest Claim, forgive me!4«e care of . Don't let ait do so wrongFrom that time thdv were sisters,"'t'X'h/napcu. fUerc is Edward,"' said Clara, as she re-

leased her ; " yon have not forgotten your elder
brother."

Edward, if not equally cordial, was courteous.socourteous that, if he was at first somewhatcool, his coolness paised unnoticed. It
did not last long; it could not. Constance had
never been a person whom it was possible to
see often, without strong feeling of some kind
towards her 5 and, in her present mood, it was

impossible to dislike fier. She was a creature
of many phases, and the one which now appearedwas,

"To herself and all, a sweet surprise."
She become as a little child, "f^et me be a

child," she would say, " and begin my lifc
afresh. Teach me. Blame me when I deserve
it. Begin at the beginning with me. 1 have
begun quite wrong ; and I must pick out my
work as well as I can, and do it over again.
I never have been properly trained; I never
would be. Treat me as you do Jenny, dear
Aunt Cora. Say,' Constance, Constance, don't
be foolish.don't be wilful.be gentle.-do as
...... .......1.1 i.. .1 1 II H
JVU "UUIU ug Ul'IJC UJ i

In company, she was said, indeed, to be won- I
derl'ully unchanged, except that she endeavored
to learn, in imitation of Mrs. Ilonaldson and
Clara, to practice more of that general attention
to others, courtesy, or, to speak plainly, kindness,in which she had piqued herself upon her
deficiency, which gave some discerning people
occasion to say that her loss of property had
taken down her pride a littlej but the dear domesticConstance, impetuous and imaginative
still, vet docile and tender.disinterested and
conscientious, yet gay and sportive.gracefuland refined as ever, yet simple and natural, was
something that neither bishop, relations, the
brilliant and haughty Miss AspCnwall, nor the
meek and mute bister A-gnes Alexis, had ever
dreamed of before.
Many characters appear to attitudinize all

through life, making iablcausc-rirtttis, more or
less cataleptic or grotesque, of their own or
other people's beau idea'. A wonderful relief
it would be to them, sometimes, if they could gettheir own or other people's leave to spring down
from their 'pedestals, be themselves as God
meant them to be? forget themselves and their
posturing, and sit, stand, or walk, as harmless
nature dictates. This freedom and refreshment
was now enjoyed by Constant'*. Satisfied with
loving, she forgot to be imposing ; and thus for
the first time became.it happens so sometimes,
when the nature is a fine one.j-truly admirable.
She looked at our hero, and no longer thought
or cared whether or not she looked a heroine.
But there are many things in this world less
heroic than devotion and humility.

Between this hero and hetoine, there was
now but one barrier left. Each wished it away,
yet neither knew how to thro* it down. All
through the week, they walked.
On Monday afternoon, Constance, who had

remarkable skill in drawing outlines, had been
amusing herself and the children by sketchingthe profiles of different racmbeip of the family,
and making them say, which wan tcho. Perhapsit was partly a sly device, togive that wily young
person an excuse for the study of certain featureswhich were, according tq her impartial
judgment, incomparably regular, fine, and noble,and from the contemplation of which her
eyes had fasted for years.

"There, children, run to'th* window, and
guess who that is. Now, Herman, it is your
turn. Look straight after themt.quick, while
they are gone ! You are altered, indeed,'' continuedshe, in a low voice ; " those lines about :

your mouth and brow are new within three
years. They are grave, earnest] commanding,
powerful. They must have beepi stern sometimesin conflict, to be so strong j when at rest.
Herman, I never supposed before that I was

cowardly ; but, if you did not love me so, I
could find it in me to be afraid of you."

Constance, the queen, afraid of her champion?"said he, smiling and altering his outlinevery much, like a very bad sitter, as he was,
but his artist did not chide him. " Ariadne
afraid of her panther ? Are voil afraid of its
faring with you as it did with Piul Pry when
he ventured into the Zoological Gardens, and,
said the keeper, Observe this hefe tiger.howtame!' But he bit Paul Pry'f finger, whd
danced with the pain ? "

" You absurd youth, no ! I am not afraid of
anything on earth when I see you Smile.exceptof your laughing at me, of which I think there
may be some danger.''

" There is not. I never shall ltuigh at yon,
unless it is for being afraid of so tery tame and
well-broken a tiger as myself."" Nor at my friends ?"
"Not unless they're very quetr. Couldn't

you forgive the infirmity of human nature, in
that case, and laugh too ? "

" I do not know." She spoke ahsentlv, and
then abruptly : " Herman, do yot think it is
quite impossible for you to become a Roman
Catholic ? "

" Quite ; but I hope that it is by no means
so for you to cease to be a Roman Catholic."

" And shall you wish that," ask< d she, with
some anxiety and hesitation in her tone, " if it
goes against my conscience ? "

" My dearest love, if it went against your
conscience, what difference could my wishes,
or those of any man, make to you? "

Sho clasped her hands, and was ^ilent for qo
instant. Then, planting her little footlmore firmly
on the flowery floor, she resumed : "(None, Herman.After the example which you s at me three
years ago, they ought not, they shou d not make
any. But, oh, I hope God, in his me rcy, will re-
member how much weaker I am thi n you, and
never call upon me to choose between my dutyaid my.love." i

" Amen to that last clause. I ihall never
(all upon you for such a choice, at qnv rate."

" I thought you would say so. I should be
very sorry to apostatize, not only for shame at
such cliangeabletiess, but becaus;, though
there are some things about Catholic ism which
are still irksome to me, I am sure that it suits
me on the whole, and has done me tl le greatest
good."

...J" 4 Catholicism,' or Christianity ? "
" Why, Herman, you surely would not denythat Catholicism was, at least, on* form of

Christianity, if not the only form ! " t
" 1 certainly do not deny that the doctrines

of the Romish sect contain a certain iifusion of
Christianity, as do the doctrines of other socalledChristian sects."

But, Herman, you are a liberal Christian.^ ou do not tbink, do you, that it is ol any con
sequence what people believe, if onlj they are
good ? "

" Yes ; I do." i
" Yon fin f OK VI

, "ciiiisu, wnerci is yourliberality?*'" I" its place, I hope. Do not look^sn disap:pointed, but listen, dearest Constance; and Iwill tell you why I think it is of consequence,and of what consequence I think it is.] 'If onlythey are good," as you say, they will b4 saved, Il>elieve, in spite of their errors of doctrine; buttheir errors of doctrine, if they prevail, may domuch.it is fearful to consider how t lueh.to
prevent their neighbors from being g ood. Inthe most superstitious and least Christian sects
of Christendom, it is to be hoped that there maybe some soldiers of the cross strong enough to
force their way through all outwork^ of man's
word, into the full granary of God's tyonl, and
be fed ; but how does it fare with the test of the
rank and file? The masses of whole sects are,
I su8]>ect, marked in the private characters of
most of their members bj the characteristics of
their sectarian creeds, rather than by those of
the Christianity which their creeds undertake
to embody. Those persons, for instance, whose
creeds set forth to them Him after tie patternof Whose perfection ** are bidden to be per!feet, the Father, as a JBeing, one of W'hose chief
attrributes is a wide "and arbitrary instinct of

j vengeance, seem to be generally hanii and implacable.Those, on the other hand, who considerHim as a Reinir of mild and wdak benev-
olence, stripping Him of His attributes ofjudg-
mont and strong empire, are apt to be themselveblandly indifferent to right aid wrong.
You may be strong and penetrating enough to
get at the kernel of the nut which the'Reformationcracked, through all hindrancest but how
can you seal it up again in shell aoq -rind, for

I your neighbor to make wry faces at} or break

i

his teeth upon ? Is it' good' for you to do so?
He asks for bread.that living bread, which
came down from heaven, which Christ lived a
life of privation and died a death of agony to
bring to him and us 1 Let us share it with hi in
in its pure and wholesome state.not give him,
either by procept or example, a stone which he
can neither swallow nor digest. 1 Offend not
your brother with yonr meat,' nor even, unnecessarily,with your spiritual meat,' for whom
Christ died!' Do not let us insist upon havingit served up, seasoned with superfluous spicesand condiments, which, however we may relish
them, may weaken and sicken him.''

" But, dearest Herman, 1 do not mean to offendor injure any one. If this faith is the best
lor me, but Hot for others, cannot I have and
keep it for myself? 1 need not be a propagandist."

" No, my love ; you shall keep it as long as

you think it right; but keep it to yourself you
cannot; and a propagandist I fear you must be.
Every brilliant and distinguished man or woman,
who becomes a convert to Romanism.1 do
not think I exaggerate in saying so.is of necessitymore or less a propagandist of Romanism.When you ' let your light so shine before
men, that, seeing your good works, they may
glorify the Father,' they are too likely to glorifyinstead the Church of Rome. Thus the dangeris, that your very virtues are enlisted against
the cause of God's pure truth. You are bound
to do what in you lies to promote the coming
of Christ's kingdom on earth ; and Christ's
kingdom on earth will be something very differentfrom the dominion of the Papacy, unless
the Papacy has been very much.almost incredibly.belied.I can understand that morbid,
cowardly, self-conceited souls may be glad to
shuffle off, as they fancy, the risk of their own

personal responsibility upon others, or selfish
lovers of excitement to obtain religious excitementat any hazard to their neighbors or country;but I do not believe that generous, highhearted,patriotic persons, like you, have the
least idea of what they may be doing to Overthrowreligion and undermine the prosperity of
their native land, when they throw their influenceand example into the scale of this superstition.Spread out the map of Europe before
you, and lay your finger, if you can, on that RomanCatholic country which you would like to
have this country resemble a few centuries
hence. Consider how you would like to have
either the clergy or the laitv of these UnitedStates resemble those of tlie States of the
Church. Your eyes are saying something."" But, indeed, I think you must l>e prejudiced.The Bishop was a most wise and holy old man;and yet he upheld the Church of Rome."

'And therefore you uphold it? A casein
point! I beg your pardon, though. That was

assertion, not argument. You will forgiveme? "

" Yes, this once; because there are some littlearrears of forgiveness, if I recollect right, to
be made up on my part, before we can settle
our account!. But let me ask if you have ever

thoroughly examined the tenets of the Romish
Church ? "

" Constance, have you ? "
" Ah, that is not fair 1 Never mind me iust

now. I will tell you by and by."
Now, it really had happeued to Herman, as

it does to many or most romantic youn/^ people,
to be slightly threatened with the Roman fever
himself once upon a time. Feeling the symptomscoming on, but still retaining his reason
so far as to suspect that the distemper might be
a dangerous one to an American citizen and a

Christian, brought up to know better, he *had
had the good sense or good forturne to write
for advice to his old friend, Dr. Level. ,

That spiritual potentate, according to his
custom in dealing "with those of his subjects
who |M>ssesscd clear heads and good educations,
had, instead of saving Herman the trouble of
making up his own mind by making it up for
him, (to be unmade again, very likely, by the
next spiritual potentate who earne in his way,)
sent him word where he could find the materialsfor making it up for himself.
Herman had thus read, by his recommendation,otic or two solid church histories, and

some admirable numbers of Whateley's " Cautionsfor the Times," but chiefly the writings of
past or present Romanist! themselves. He had
profanely chuckled ovor ' the thrice-happy St.
Louis de Gonsague,"* rolling himselfupon sharppointedthorns by night, instead of a salubrious
mattress, and studied with a sadder and more
indignant interest, on the one hand, the melan-
choly account of the life and death of that splendidgenius, Blaise Pascal, self-immolated to the
gloomy spirit of self-torment, which, under the
name of religion, he served; and, on the other,
his masterly exposition, in the " Provincial
Letters/' of the principles of the confessional,
as expounded by the Jesuits, and the later revelationsof one or two abjuring Romish priests
in Europe. But some of the discoveries, which,
as ho suspected, he thus had made, were too
ugly to be imparted, except in case of the utmostneed, to Convince. When a sensitive
girl has unsuspectingly just sipped at the brim
of a poisoned chalice, and by God's mercy
escaped alive, who would show her the spider
lurking in the dregs, if by any means less shockingshe can be kept from drinking more ?
Moreover.whether rightly or wrongly I do not
know, though I, too, would hope the former.
he rejoiced in hoping that in this country, up to
this time, the Church of Rome had borne quite
as many of her fair and sweet flowers as of her
baneful and bitter fruits. He believed that,
with the remarkable sagacity nnd power of
adaptation for which she has be*n justly commended,she had her uses for good men as well
as bad, and would hardly send the worst specimensof her manufacture into a new and yet
unconverted country. He had known one excellentpriest, and women of her communion,
jwho might have been an ornament to any.
He ventured to suggest to Constance, howjever,that setting up a claim to infallibility was

always a suspicious indication of spiritual as

well as of medical quackery ; and that such a

'claim sat ill upon upon a church which had
proved itself capable of such little mistakes.
to characterize them with mildest charity.as
the Inquisition, the elevation of Alexander Bo®
gia to the spiritual headship of Christendoni
and the fires of Smithfield. He also pointer
out to her what seemed to him one or two of
the more glaring contradictions between the
spirit, and even letter, of the Bible, and some
of the tenets and practices of the Church of
Rome; and while he assured her that there were
some members of that church in whose saintlinessno one could believe more devoutly than
he, declared that all that was good in that, as
well as in all other Christian sects, was not what
was essentially Romish, but what was essentiallyChristian.

Constance was too warm to generalize. " The
Bishop," she exclaimed, "after being hard at
work all day among the poor, would jump up
again cheerfully, at the very beginning of the
moat interesting conversation with Aunt Cora
and me, and hurry away to soothe the deathbedof some poor old ignorant negro cook! "

44 But that was His Christianity. So would
any really Christian clergyman or physician, of
any denomination.'*

Oh, but he scourged himself dreadfully in
secret, like any mediaeval saint, and no one
ever suspected it; initil at last, early one morning,his valet put a new cassock in his room,and took away the old one while he was asleep;and there was the knotted scourge, all stiffened
with blood, in the pocket."14 That might be his Romanism, I cannot
deny," said Herman, with judicial solemnity.

See the (Roman)" Catholic History of America," foran account of the singu.ar blessedness of " the blessedCatharine Tegahkonita. llustrating the influence ofChr *tiamtyon the domestic life of oar Indians," from the guilelesspen of h# r admiring confessor, in which are to liefound these words:
' At another time, she strewed the mat on which sheslept with large thorns, the points of wh ch were verysharp; and, after the example of the holy and thrice happySt. Louis de Gonsagur, the rolled benelf for threenights in suece«sion on these thorns, which caused her themost intense pain. In consequence of these things, hercountenance was en irsly wasted and pale, which those

arountl her attributed t# illne-s."
If this beatific though restless gentleman was the samewith St. Lewis Bertnud, 1 am inclined to hope that thequality of both his intellect and his bedding is abovesomewhat too severely impeached ; for I Irani from theReverened Alhan ttuUrr that the last-uamed Saint ' lay* usually oa the around, or oa pieces of wood,which formed rather a (melt than a bed."

f

Constance hurried on triumphantly: " And
Sister Corona.tender and gentle as Clara herself.watchingand weeping over the sick
orphans as if they were her own ".

" Her Christianity/'
" Once, just after she took the vows, she was

ill, and was ordered to put her feet in warm
water. The Sister Infirmarian brought it,
Sister Corona tried it, and said that it was too
hot; but the Infirmarian declared that it was

as it should be; and the dear soul was so meek
and so firm that she plunged ker poor feet in
.directly, "without saying another word, and kept
them there, as she was bidden, for twenty miserableminutes, without so much as writhing,
though when she took them out at last, and
wiped them, all the skin came off on the towel."

[to ue coxtixueu.]
For the National Era.

THE TRUEJ>ATRIOT.
BY wj, H. brisbane.

I love to see the sturdy oak,
When it resitts the stormy blast,

And at each bawling tempest stroke,
Still proves its roots are deep and fast.

But more than this the honest man,
In palace or in lowly col,

Who meets oppression's partisan,
And sternly iclls him, " 1 will not."

I love to see tl^e slender reed,
When bent He fore the sweeping gale,

Still holding on its go'deu seed,
That not an ptom's wnr.h may fail.

But more thaitltliis the man who saith,
When crushed beueati the people's pow'r,

' 1 hold to trudi with steadfast faith,
And for its triumph bide my hour."

I Copyright secured according to late.]
For the National Era.

JASPER: A R 0 M A N C E.
BY EDWARD SPEN'CER.

IX.
Jfuw ltuth put on Mourning.

Mrs. Fleming hgs been in the city for a week,
and in a week moi e the ball is to come off. It
is to be a great ball, we acknowledge; but Mrs.
Fleming is used to such ; surely, she does not

worry about the b<ll. Yet, that she is worried
about something, t is easy to see, as she sits
there alone in h<$* hotel parlor; very muci.^worried, much indeed, for a woman of her habitualcomposure ancj serenity. One might even

fancy from her expression that she is apprehensiveof some impending evil, without being able
to guess its character, or the direction from which
it will come. She has heard the thunder mutter,but knows not in which way to look for the
storm cloud.

It is seldom that Mrs. Fleming soliloquizes.
She is not one of those who are used to let the
workings of thought and emotion flow out over
the lips. No matter how diseased her mind
may be, it rarely betrays its condition by any
verbal hemorrhage. And this fact shall be our
excuse for listening to her just now.

" It is strange, very strange. There is some-
tiling wrong. 1 nave Deen nere during a week,
and yet not a soul has called, excepting Mr.
Clinquant, and his manner left a half-impressionupon my mind of ^overt insolence and
tended impertinence. Butter not. Astute though
he be, and he is more so than I imagined when I
first knew him, he will fail if he dare# to play
at countercheck with me. And yet I begin to

fear him, the only man I ever did fear, except
. He has power, and will not scruple to

use it in any way his interests or prejudices
may suggest. Ah, but I too have power. What
does this mean, this strange neglect ? Can any'thing have happened to to Jasper.so terriblethat they dare not tell me? My God ! no.

It cannot, must not be. Oh my son, my lost,
longed-for son. .1 , if you could only know,
only for a moment know, how deep my love is for
you ! How I pine for your dear presence! I
am alone.my heart was carved to be alone.
But why these thoughts? Jasper shall be safe!
What meant Clinquant by his familiarity? Ah,
if it be true that noblesse oblige, it is equally
true, I firmly believe, that snobbery is a bonebredsomething, that elegantest and longest*
persevered-in culture cannot eradicate. Yet, I
too am the mounted beggar, sores under my
doublet, dust and askes in my wallet. Faugh 1
my fancies run dung-hill-ward to-day. Give
Mrs. Fleming an 'ounce of civet, good apothecary,'forsooth, or she will soil her lips with
such unwonted words! Ah me, my Jasper, I
used not to be so."
The door was burst open by an impetuoushand, and Richard, the gardener, hurried into

the room with a single stride.
Mrs. Fleming sprang to her feet, pale as marble,and, steadying herself by resting her hand

uj>on the table, near which she had been sitting,said, in a hollow voice:
" Keep me not in suspense, Richard. Tell

me your news. You have bad tidings of Jasper? "
She trembled in spite of herself.
" Do not alarm yourself unnecessarily,madam. I have no news of Mr. Jasper."An angry flush came over her face as she resumedher seat. " Why, then, do vou intrude

upon me in this unseemly fashion? Your
abruptness of course frightened me."

i am sorry, madam, said the gardener,humblv, " hut I am nearly beside myself, indeed.''
^ou seem quite so. Take seat, and I will

hear what you have to say."She poured out a glass of water with a hand
that shook a little, and drank it off leisurely, as
if the action helped to restore her composure." Now, Richard, tell me what brought you to
the city, atid why you came in here unannounced? "

" I came because of a plot, madant."
"A plot! said Mrs. Fleming, looking at

him wonderingly for a moment'out of her dark
eyes, as if she half suspected he was out of his
mind. But instantly she seemed to recollect,
to reason, and a glance of intelligence, mingled
with painful anxiety, flitted across her face.
only flitted, and was gone, leaving her impassiveas before.

" A plot, madam.a conspiracy against you."
" Why, Richard, these are not the times for

plots and conspiracies, nor this the land. You
are as mysterious as if yonder shadow was cast
on you by the Rialto, and these were the palmy
days of Venice. Speak out. No Council of
Ten is here to seize you. Wake up ; you are

dreaming. I hold no power. I have no enemies.Why should any conspire against me?"
" Madam," said Richard, sadly, " 00 land is

so blest but there are conspiracies going on in
it.against reputations, for instance.*'

Mrs. Fleming started, and sat upright A
dark flush chased the pallor from h#r cheeks,
and the veins in her. temples swelled.

" Richard ! " said she, in her clear ringing
tones, " speak out fully what you came to say.
I wish to hear all, and plainly. Speak out 1"

" Mrs. Fleming, you have received invitations
to a ball next week ? "

" Yes."
" Are you going to be present ? "
" Yes, of course."
"You must not."
" Mn.it not, sir! You use strange language.

Proceed, proceed," added she, stamping her
foot with impatience ; " I am anxious to hear
what vou have to tell me."

" Madam, I have been in your sen-ice for a

long time.so long, indeed, that I have come

to regard you as a tnend, as well as an employer.Perhaps I know you better than any other
person, as I ought to, for "

" Never mind that, Richard," interrupted
Mrs. Fleming, a sickly pallor coming over her
face ; " I am not so strong as I was, and cannotafford to have old wounds opened now.

Enough that I trust you, and recognise a
friend in you. But why all this preface ? Is it
something so dreadful that you have to tell, that i
your lips dare not utter it ? "

i
u \ou said just now, madam, that you had no ienemies. What is Mrs. Morntnglory ?" ;

*
" Phbaw ! a psrHtlo-rivak I do not dread

any who are not able to conceal their pique.''" Yet she has a woman's tongue. And Mr.
Clinquant "

<
" Is he really false, then ? " said Mrs. Flem-

ing, tow thoroughly alarmed. a I have sus- \
pected it. Yet I have done a great deal for that
man. He owes half his position to me."

" Have yon never seen through bun, madam ?
But I do not wonder. He has a very deceiving 1
face, and is wonderfully smooth-spoken. 1 have
known him long. He tried to ask me some
questions about you very long ago, but I do not
think my style of response was altogetheragreeable to the 1 old Fox'.at least, he quitthat part of the garden very suddenly, and in
high dndgeon. Then I saw the claw under the
velvet paw. He wanted to know abune Mr.
,Jqpper, where he was, and why he was gone
awav, also." <

''1 fear him, Richard, if he is my enemy.
Rllt whv dn von ur>..«Lr nf llicm 9

found out" *

i
" They have found out a very little, and in*

vented a great deal more, "fis a diabolical
plot I ' said the gardener, very energetically.Then he proceeded : " And .your maid, Cla-|rissa, she has lefl you, I believe ? "

" Yes.I dismissed her."
" And she threatened you

"

" Yes.go on."
" I)o you know, Mrs. Fleming, that Clarissa

is liiing with Mrs. Morninglory now, and went
to her directly from you ?

Mrs. Fleming started a little, but respondedwith a shrug of the shoulders: " I uid not
know that. She will be likely to gossip, but
what does it matter more ? "

u It matters this, madam. She is varra bitter
agninst you. She has been bribed, and has
told falsehoods about you."" And think you, Richard," said Mrs. Fleming,with that haughty gesture of hers, " think
you /can be injured by the prating of a servant?Am I used to let such vile matters give
tnt annoyance? Dismiss the subject, if thin is
the sum of the communication you corne to
make me."

" Madam," said Richard, in the serious tone
of admonition of one old in experience, " I
believe it is your only fault that you are continuallyin the habit of setting too Iowa value
K\on the power of those who are inferior to you.W won't do, any way you can fix it. Now, hear
wnat a plot these deevils have hatched up betune'em," said Richard, growing excited, and
falling back unconsciously into his native dialect."This Clarissa has tauld her certain storiesabout ye; weel, yon Mrs. Morninglory disseminatesthem far and wide ainang thae wiminun,so that they wull be everywhere known,
and believed, for I tell ye it's only the nature
of wimmun to believe all scaundal, and those
yit don't believe wull not hae the pluck to
stand by ye, except a verra few. Then Clin3uant,he docs the same to a T amang the men,
'ye see, and they hae planned it betune 'em,

thev three birdies, so that ye wull be slightedand insulted, and shamed in pooblic, at the
ball"

" Richard 1" Mrs. Fleming was standing up,
erect, with flaming eyes. " Richard! "

" Aye, madam, as I tauld ye, 'tis a deev'lish
plot. Ye maun not gang to they ball."
"Richard!" said Mrs. Fleming again.she

had been walking up aud down the floor, with
her hand clenched tightly over her breast.

j *^elf~rtT plainly, flud in a few" woida, what* this
plot is. All you know, all!"

" They say that ye never lo'ed Mr. Fleming,and that ye did love somebody else in the placewhere Mr. Jasper went to school."
" Well!" Oh, how hard the word came,

how pale she was!
" That ve carried on a correspawndcnee wi' jthat person "

" Well 1 " The same dry, hard, constrained
tone.

" That your son Jaisper found out about that
correspondence, and left his home on that ac-!
count.'

" My God, Richard! To say my son fled,;
was forced to flee, on account of his mother's
'shame ! Who dares"

" That when your son was gane, ye took that
person until vour house"

«' YVn.o I \r_ ru i'>
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and she laughed in a disdainful way, in which
there was, however, a vein of relief, as if she
had apprehended some other conclusion,
v. " Hut, madam, do not laugh. See what a
fiendish plot it a' is. That Clarissa, she clapsthe eap-stanc to the story, bv saying.that''
How those great eyes glared !
"By saying? Go on. Tell me what she

says. Don't seek soft words."
Oh, the woman's wondrous strength ! how

sublimely did it then assert itself!
" She says, that ye were in the habit of.of

receiving Mr. Classic iutil your room o' nights,
the dumbned hizzy! "

Mrs. Fleming's face did not change color,
nor did a feature twitch. She resumed her
seat composedly, and looked the gardener full in
the face.

" Is that all of it ? "'

Richard was confused ; he stammered, " That
is a'.except that yon villain Clinquant, I am

tauld, hea ben putting his pretty pen at work,
and cooking up a story about it, which is to appeariu the magazine for the nixt month.
The ungrateful beggar ! "

" How did you learn all this?"'
Richard seemed more confused than ever.

" Why, part I heard through the servant's man,
whom Clarissa has been boasting till, and the
rest I got from.from a friend.''

Mrs. Fleming paused awhile, seeming to reflect; then she looked up again, and said :
" It is a well-woven plot, Richard, and admirablycalculated to break down one of your

weak, weeping women. But me!" added she,
with a flaming eye and a defiant wave of her
hand."me/ I will shatter them ! Crush them !
It. was for this, then, this petty vileness, that
you told me I must not goto the ball?"

"Certainly ye would not wish to be insulted!
A few weeks, and the fauseness of the charge will
be proven. Wait tell it blows over before "

" 4 Blows over.' Storms blow not over me ! I
meet them, and turn them, or they crush me !"
(Thus went the proud Clipper into the old stormking'srealm, oh, my dear madam, with thy
dear Jasper at the helm, too. Shall we sav,
" JCx hoe disee alteram / ") 441 thank you, Rich-!
ard, for your counsel, but I shall go to the
ball."

" Let me advise "

"Nonsense, Richard,you forget."' She drew
a portfolio towards her, and began writing.',
" VVe must prepare for the storm, however,1
Richard," said she, smiling faintly, " and first
to manage Mr. Clinquant. I think I know how
to do that, at least." She wrote a few hurried
linos in a couple of notes, sealed and directed
them, and handed them to Richard.

" You must go immediately to Mr. Digest's
office, and hand him this, h rom there, go directlyhome, and hand that note to Mr. Classic."
"To Mr. Classic 1" asked the gardener, in

wondering dismay. " Yes. He must attend
me to the ball."

" But, don't ye see, madam
"

That fair arm waved its queenliest gesture
again, as Mrs. Fleming interrupted him with :

" I see, Richard, that you are about to become
forgetful of your place again."
"Madam, pardon ; I will not offend ye again."
" I did not intend to wound you, Richard,"

said Mrs. Fleming, verv kindly, and extending
her hand to him. " I know and am very gratefulto you for your devotion. You are my only
friend, almost. But let me work out my own

purposes, alone. I must not be remonstrated
with in matters where my resolutions are taken.
Go now, and take care of things at the Hall.
But do not breathe a word respecting this matterto Mr. Classic."
"1 suppose I am at liberty to do what I can

towards faulsifying thae reports, madam, sae

lang as I do not interfere wi' your ain purposes? " said Richard, rising, and preparing to

depart.

Mrs. Fleming smiled, and answered : "Yes.'' |" Then, madam, I have every hope o' defeat- a
ing the schemes o' these fanse-hearted loons, if c
»o Ikj your ain plan should fail. Good bye, b
madam. Ye hae the courage for t. God gie lpegood luck agen them a'."

" Thank you. Good bye, Richard."
Thegardener, after seeing Mr. Digest, returnedto the Hall, and delivered his letter to Mr. a

Classic, who, though greatly perplexed, pre- t,
pared to obey. The sturdy old Richard next u
took a journey in the same direction we have
once before seen hitn wend, was closeted with «
Gilbert Congreve for an hour, and then took his i
way to the city again, arriving .there a day or t
two previous to tne ball. How he employedhimself during this time, is not necessary to q
state now. 1

After Richard closed the door behind him, jMrs. Fleming sat with drooping head, and hauds «folded over her breast, almost prostrated." Oh, this is hard," she murmured, " hard, in- sleed, to bear. Why is mv pride thus again assail- fed? Why am I a second time tortured with the jfoulest aspersion that can light upon a foman?
I, who have been so circumspect in action, who
can bare my whole heart, so far as it concerns <such matters, to the world ! And by a Mornin- jglory, too, a light o1 skirts herself, and a Clin- a
quant, the brat oi a strumpet whose favors were £for the market-place I Why is it.and I all
alone, too.not even my dear son, for whom I
nurture this pride, near by to help me in defendingit ? Alone, alone ". and as she bowed
herself still lower, the hot tears trickled down
rapidly into her lap. Then, with a sudden convulsiveeffort, she started up, sweeping away the
tears from her eyes with a fierce, defiant gesture.
"No! They shall not have it to say they have

made me weep ! I defy them, the vipers.I defythem ! I will meet them and their wiles, hand
to hand, conquer, and set my foot on them. Ay,grind them into the dust! But oh," and in spiteof her strength, the tears welled, up agnin,4' Oh,Jasper, Jasper, come home ! come home! Come
now, my Jasper, come now, and your wishes shall
be miue. 1 will forget Gilbert.for thy sake, oh
my darling! Oh, come home, Jaspor, come
home, for my heart is desolate, and my spiritfeels the chill vapors of despair.come ! Yet.
if he comes.-will they not triumph over me?
will not he triumph over me! Ah, God! mayhap.oh,no, not that.mayhap, in revenge, he
told Jasper all that terrible past, and Jasper believes! and I have lost him! Did he dare ? I
would kill him, kill him, if he robs me of myson!"

Mrs. Fleming went into her dressing room,bathed her eyes, and rearranged her toilet In
its usual orderly fashion. She had scarcely resumedher seat, when Mr. Digest, the lawyer,who had arranged matters with Plato, was announced,and bade to come in.

44 You have heard of the reports circulating
respecting me, Mr. Digest!" said she, curtly,but with no visible emotion. 44 You see I have
been foolish enough to shed a few tears about
it. I sent for you to consult you in regard to it."

44 At your service, my dear madam. Am exceedinglysorry it has occurred, but I see theywill discover they have been assailing a rock,
a rock, madam."

44 Do you then think I do not feel such mattersacutely, Mr. Digest? That I am not
capable of being bowed down with shame?
Have no susceptibility to agony ?" she spokethese words almost passionately.44 Mr. Digest fastened his keen little eye uponher for a moment in an admiring way, and
then he said : 441 believe that this round little
earth of ours is pretty hard to the touch, quite
nrui in t:u-t, and c; pnhlc ofstatin" a good many
stout buffets ; and yet 1 am credibly informed,'
added he, with infinite slyness," that it is entirely
a molten mass under the crust. No, madam, I
do not think you cold, I only wonder at your powerof seeming so.at your wonderful strength and
composure in this emergency. Why, nine hun-
dred and ninety-nine women in a thousand
would be rolling their beds in violent hysterics, Jwith half a dozen doctors and several poundsof sal volatile about them, while you''" Send for my lawyer to advise, not to flatter
me," said Mrs. Fleming, smiling, but at the
same time with significant emphasis. Mr.
Digest chuckled in admiration, and rubbod his
hands together vigorously : ," Excellent. excellent. what power.she
can even joke in the midst of it. There is a ,real enjoyment to one in having such a client;
and my advice is, to trace the charge to its an-
ther or authors, and forthwith commence a

prosecution of them for slander and vilification
of character. We can recover heavy damages,and put out their rush-lights completely." ,"Nonsense!" said Mrs. Fleming, contempt-
uously. "You legal gentlemen think every bat-
tic has to be fought with your peculiar weapons.Do you think I would take such a little matter
as this into a court ofjustice?"

" Little matter! Defamation of character a
little matter! I tell you, madam, it is no trifle
in the eyes of the law. It is felony, aud, though (best treated by a merely civil action, is open to ,

indictment, and the penalties are forfeiture of ,goods and person." '

" It was not for any such purpose I sent for
you, any how, Mr. Digest. Do you remember jhaving advised me to be careful in my dealings
with Mr. Clinquant, on one occasion, when you jmet him at my house ? "

" Perfectly/'
" Saying that you had reason to mistrust him,

and had the means of proving him to be a villain.acharge which I then imputed to your (being piqued at his jokes ?"
"Exactly," said Digest, as if taking testimoney.
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hiin.power that could be wielded to his detri-
meat?" Mr. Digest rubbed his hands com-

placently. " Power over him! I should say
they did. They put him between my fingeraudi thumb, like a.like a flea.or a pinch of
snuff.''

" Well, Mr. Digest, Mr. Clinquant has been
writing a story for one of the magazines, containingcertain things that may do me an injury,and which, anyhow, will be exceedingly
unpleasant to me. 1 wish to have that story
suppressed before it becomes public. Do you
understand ? "

" Aye, and I can do it," said he, " and will
do it- 'Tig just the fun I like, to decapitate
such a twisting ekap us Mr. Clinquant. I'd
rather do it than receive a thousand-dollar re-
tainer. This is just the opportunity I have been
on the lookout for. But, in regard to the
other matter, can I give you any assistance ? "

" Thank you. 1 believe not."
" May I venture to ask whether you are going

to bo present at this ball, where le beau monde
are to assemble, and where I understand le
yraud coup is to be struck ? "

" Yes.Mr. Classic is to wait upon me there,"
said Mrs. Fleming, in her ordinary tone.

" Grand I " said Digest, springing vivaciously
to his feet, and taking her hand. " Excuse me,
but I never saw your equal. Going to face the
music, eh.beard the lion in his den ? I would
pronounce any one else mad to attempt it, but
you.you can do it.you are equal to it. lour
pulse is as quiet as can be. You can do it."

Mrs. Fleming disengaged her hand with a

slight gesture of impatience, and the lawyer,
bowing, took his leave. As he went, he snappedhis fingers, and muttered : " She'll do it.
She'll be down on them all like an avalanche.
And, by Jove, I'll be there to see, as sure as

my name's Gloss Digest. Won't she carry the
war into Africa, though 1 What a scotched set

they will all be, to be sure 1 Phew! if I only
had that woman's strength. But now for my
little tournament."
He hurried to his office, took some papers

out of a drawer, put them into his pocket-book,
and then went off towards Mr. Clinquant's
rooms. He found that astute gentleman taking
his case in dressing-gown and slippers, in a luxuriously-furnishedroom. He was apparently
correcting some proofs which lay scattered
around him and on his desk.
"Ah, Clinquant, how do? at work, eh? I

wouldn't be an author for something pretty; "

he carelessly picked up a proof-sheet: " Ha, a
new book ? ' Sub Rosa: a Talefrom the Life ; '

actual adventures, eh ? You the hero ? "

" No," said Clinquant, carelessly; " it is i
vbuut a heroine.a certain queenly friend ot c
airs, you kuow, who has had adventures, aud
lus kindly commissioned me to make them
>ublic." 1
" Aha.hum. Vastly entertaining, no doubt,

^o scandal in them, 1 hois;?"" Well, you know they wore written pour It.v ffauies ; aud what is a dejeuner, without a little 1
he au lait! Very mildly put, though, verynildly.' j \
u llura.I suppose so. That is the way you 1

isually do such things. Bv the way, w ill it he
mpertineut to ask how much you are paid for ]his Sub Rosa matter ? "
" Oh, only a trifle. 'Tis simply a little P>u (

minade enaction, you understand. Fifty dol- *

ars, I suppose ? " '
<

" Exactly." And Mr. Digest took out his
>ocket-book, counted out live ten dollar bills. <
md, laying them on the table, said:
" Seo if that is right." Proceeding at the i

i&iue time, in the coolest and most deliberate <
ash ion, to lay hands upon and tear up all the )
jroof-sheets within reach. ]u What in the devil do you mean, sir ? "
u Don't you see ? " said Digest, coolly. " Our

pieenly friend has changed her mind about the
lublicution of her adventures, and has coinmis
lioned me to inform you, and guarantee youigainst any loss consequent upon the change." Ah, I understand," said Clinquant, thrownghimself back in his chair, with a smile of
oy. " You have come to buy me off. Well,)id, and let me s^e at how large a figure my
evenge is valued.

ik Fiddle-dee-dee 1" laughed the lawyer;" that i
s what I call jumping to a conclusion. I simplypay you for your labor. »So far as the rest ]
8 concerned, all 1 have to say is, 4 La Heine le
ewf.' And her imperatives are not to be
slighted." 1
" I don't understand you. Digest." i
" I'll make it plain, then. Mrs. Fleming savs ihe story Bhall not be published; and, sir, 1 sayio too."
"Suppose I say it shall, how then? Who

will restrain me ?1
"You'll have to eat your words, then, if you 1

lay that." "

i" Ah.I suppose you intend to sue for libel ?
ih ? 'Twill be a smart lawyer can make a ease
>ut of Sub Hosa, however plain it may speak to
mprofessional ears." '

Mr. Digest put on his spectacles, drew a strip |)f paper from his pocket-book, folded it, and ,ising it as a sort of baton in his lingers, began
0 speak in a quiet, cool way, while Clinquanthiew himself back in his chair defiantly:" Mr. Clinquant, the experiences of a long (
ind active professional life have taught me i
hat no man is more insecure in hia position at (
iny time than just when he thinks himself most

(lecure. Let me illustrate my meaning by a
itory, which, as you are a literary man, may be 1

)f use to you some time or other. We lawvers, '

pou know, see and hear a great many things .hat the world knows nothing al>out; and very |iften we get hold of facts and papers that are
>f surpassing interest, simply because of the
history that attaches to them. The story I am
shout to tell is a case in point: Some five years
ago, a woman, whoso husband was just deceased,called me in to settle up the estate.
Of course, I was put in possession of the papers.One of these documents rather interested me,
from its cpntents and the endorsement uponits back, and I asked the woman its history,which was as follows: About seventeen yearsprevious to that time, she said.a long way to
go back.her husband was an industrious
tradesman in a country town, that owed a factitiousimportance to the immediate vicinity of
a large and flourishing college. I see my storyinterests you, Clinquant. Uer husband was a
shrewd young tnnn, and had made himself
- uite popular among the student fraternity, bygiving them extensive credits. Among those
who availed themselves quite largely of this
generosity, on the tradesman's part, was a

young man, a member of the church, a laboriousstudent, and considered the first genius in
his class. Unfortunately, he was not much
blessed with means, and he had the tastes of a
student of aesthetics for fine clothes, and the
fondness of a German professor for tobacco.
So he had to run up a bill with the tradesman,
and, by the time he was ready to graduate, the
account was quite a large one. The tradesmanbegan to grow uneasy. What's the
matter.are yon sick ? !

Clinquant had grown deathly pale, and was
fitting with hands clenched, and eyes fierce
with wrath.

" No.go on ; I like the stery.""You Beem to," said Digest, dryly. " Well,
the young man put him off from time to time,
mying that he was waiting for funds, until the
dav of his graduation, when he gave our tradesL -1 L / il i* l» « « *
nisiu 21 rnei'k iur me iuii amount, clothes, hats,
tobacco, pipes, and all included, upon a bank
in a neighboring city, saying that funds had
iust been deposited there for his nse, in testimonyof which he produced a letter signed by
sne claiming to be his guardian, in which he
was notified that blank dollars blank cents had
hat day been deposited to the credit of .

5fou really must be unwell, Clinquant?"
It seemed so, indeed, for Mr. Clinquant had

x>wed his head down upon hiri hands on the
able, and was convulsed with great shudder- r

ngs and hearings of his whole frame.
" Damn yon !" said he. <
" Well," continued Digest, " the voting man

vent ofT next day, and our tradesman went to
:he city and the bank, where he received the i

tonsoling intelligence that said check was

tothing worth, because said young man had
tot nor never had had any funds in said bank,
\nd the poor tradesman went home, saving to
timself, that it was very bad policy trusting
imooth-spoken young men. And what is more,
te never heard from the young man again, nor
»ot his money. Take care.battery ".said he. t
is Mr. Clinquant sprang to his feet, and aimed
i blow at him with his fist. The astut« man
leetned to have entirely lost his self-possession,
ind with glaring eyes, white face, and bleeding
ip, was endeavoring to get round the table at
Mr. Digest. That gentleman, however, kept i

>erfectly cool, simply remarking, in a siguifi- i

ant tone : ]
" Assault and battery is an actionable offence, t

my dear Cliuquaut, as well as forgery. There
s a policeman across the street.shall I call
tim over?" 1
" Forgerv! " said Clinquant. " You lie ! 'twas

>nly a check signed "

" Wait till I finish the story; or will you do it,
is you seem to be posted ? Let me advise yon,
liowever, not to commit yourself. The tradesman,having the milk of human kindness in
lim, was unwilling to prosecute ihc forgtr "

44 I).n von ! It was signed in my own name,
t tell you.'?

44 I am aware of that," said Digest, coolly;
' but the young man, in his eagerness to have
jverjthing in ship-shape order, and being perhapsat that time inexperienced in such maters,rather overdid it, by getting an endorser
jpon its back. Sec, here it is;" and unfolding
he paper which he held in his hand, and with
ivhich ne had all along pointed his discourse,
le read :

"' Hank of so-and-so pay to order of John
Brown, so many dollars and cents.' Signed,
Aulicus Clinquant.' While on the back we

ead : 4 Right. John Maccrides,' which latter
rentleman, whose name is here taken in vain,
vas, I believe, the then President of the Colege.Am I right? Well, this latter signature
constitutes the forgery to which I had refer»nce."
Clinquant had resumed his composure and
sneer. As soon as he found it was all up

with him, he determined to wear a bold front.
' " Well, you have roe.what will you do with
me?"
" As I told you, la Rein' le rent. She protitbitsthe publication of any stories of the style

of Sub Rosa."
" What else?"

* " That is all."
u And if I do nbt comply with her demands"

" Mi/ demands, if you please. She knows
nothing about this little document.if you do
i

jot comply with my dem&uds, whv, I shall be
rompelled to write a story or two also."
" And if 1 do, will you give me that check ? "
" Hv no moans, i wish to keep you harmess."
" Ah," said Clinquant, gnashing his teeth.
Mr. Digest ifplaced the check carefully in his

HM-ket-hook, took a pinch of snuff, and took up
lis hat,
"What security have I that you will keep

:our part of the bargain?-' asked Clinquant,
loarsely.
" There's no bargain about it." said Digest, -j'nitting ou his hat and moving towards the door. f{' I've kept this matter secret for five years, becauseit has Iwen to my interest so to do. I

ihall certainly not use it unless there is a proper
jccasion for it. Good day. »
" There's a prettv story spoiled in the telling,"

chuckled he, is he made his way homeward.
1 How that fellow hates ine. Phew! He would
nurder me, if he was certain of not being
'aught. But it is not rogues I fear, but honest
jeoplc/' and with this paradox the worthy lawyerdismissed the subject.

[to be continued.]
For the National Era.

MEN AND WOMEN.
No. I.

Wherein Man is Greatly Magnified.
*

by gail hamilton.
f

I am a woman. I am sorrv that it is so, but it
Is so. I would a great deal rather be a man ; hut
1 am not a man. If my own inclination had
been consulted, there would have been a unanimousvote for " the opposition;" but my conreuioncewas quietly ignored, and the lirst intimationI had of the impending catastrophe was
nv own existence as a forlorn, dismal, wailing,
jjirl-baby.
My masculine preferences do not arise from

the perveraeness of the nAtural heart, prone to
be disaffected towards anv existing state of
things, since 1 am universally acknowledged to

possess a cheerful, contented, and happy disposition; nor is it the mere whim of a fickle,
capricious mind. It is rather a spontaneous
Errowth of the soil, springing up at all times and
reasons. It is the immovable granite stratum

underlying my whole life, and outcropping at

frequent point*. Far back, almost to my infancy,I remember marching around with a cap on

ny head, a whip in my hand, and a huge pair
)f boots rattling around my feet. As the mar:yrsof old time rejoiced in persecution, so

with the sublimity of a great principle swelling
my heart, gloried in the epithet 44 Tom-boy."
All feminine employments I did not despise,
hut detest. Whatever kept me within the house
was disagreeable ; whatever took me out of it
delightful. A broom was my aversion, a bread
tub my horror, and a needle, under all circumstances,my specific abomination. To hoe, to
rake, to husk corn, to pick apples, to chase
squirrels, to leap hay mows, to ride perched ou
the top of a wagon load of husks, were my chosenemployments and enjoyments; and I can

even now sympathize with my disconsolate little
girlhood, sitting in melancholy abstraction on ^the top of the five barred gate, and wondering
why the eternal fitness of things should forbid
me the luxury of bare fect am'. o ,.'r« .>

Not that 1 have any intrinsic objections fo
*'

woman abstractly, or even concretely considered.On the contrary, I am quite willing that
every person in the world should be a woman, * |
except myself. n fact, I rather like women
objectively. \\ hat sight can be more impressivethan one of those magnificent creations we
often read of, and occasionally see.stately,
grand, epic.with the blackness and beauty of
night in the matchless looks that sweep over the
calm, still brow, and all the starry splendor of
a thousand nights in the eyes that burn beneath?
What can be more captivating than the openinglife of a gay little blonde, from whose soft
curls the flutter never quite dies out, whose
dimpling smile is only less sweet than her tenderpensiveness? fir, passing from these types
of an ext inct womanhood, whose departing left
but few traces, we see every day pretty, graceful,aud elegant women, some neat, simple, and
indistinctly limned ; some standing out iu bold
relief, with regal ndornings; and in our daily
walks we jostle against countless homines.
self-sacrificing wives, devoted mothers, noble
maidens, who bear a hidden grief, who wrestle
with a secret foe, who silentlv, if need be, brave
the sueer of the world, who will die and give no

sigu.and we cannot choose but udmiru. Still,
narrowing the question down to a point, this is
the conclusion of the whole matter.high or

low, rich or poor, bond or free,
Thrre is nmliin* «o splendiit h- m «ptrndid man!

I need not search the pages of history for
facts to confirm my position. 1 need not point
jrou to Mozart, king in the realms of song ; to
Napoleon, " wrapped in the solitude of his own
sriginalitv;" to John llunvan, standing alone
in his Delectable Mountains ; to Milton, thrustinghis wives behind him when he entered
Paradise. Thev are confessedly unapproached
and inapproachable, and thereforo would in no
wise strengthen nty case; for they are unique,
riot as regards women only, but the whole humanrace. To be a man does not necessarily
imply to he a Milton. Kightoen hundred years
furnished but one Napoleon. John Smiths are

born, married, and die, by the thousands, and
nothing apparently can he more commonplace
than their lives. What, then, should I have
been advantaged, had my soul been permitted
to tabernacle in the flesh of a John Smith?
Precisely this. Commonplace as is the life of
John Smith, the life of Mrs. J. S. is still more
so. Small as are hw advantages and opportunities,hers are incomparably smaller; and so,
whether as a man I might have sat in kings'
palaces or ground in the orison-house of j«overty,I put on sackcloth and ashes, bewailing my
womanhood.
Now, don't overwhelm me with a torrent of

platitudes ubout woman's opportunities forselfmcrifiee,moral heroism, silent influence, might
if love, and all that cut-and-dried woman'ssphere-ism; pray, don't. 1 know all about it. I
could write you an octavo volume on the subleet,with dedication, introduction, preface, aud
appendix ; but just go to your window the next

rainy day, and notice the first woman who
passes. See how sha is forced to concentrate
all the energies of mind and body on herself
and her casings. One delicate hand clings
desperately to the unwieldy umbrella; the other
is ceaselessly struggling to keep firm hold of
the multitudinous draperies: and if book, h«
or bundle, claim a share ef her attentu.
case is pitiable indeed. Down goes one . ^
upon the wet flag-stone, detected only by K.
ominous flapping against the ankles when the
garment has become saturated.a loosened h^ld
on the umbrella, of which it takes advantage,
and immediately sways imminent over tne putter.aconvulsive and random clutch at the
petticoats.the umbrella righted, a sudden gust *

of wind threatens to bear it away, and, om hand f
not being sufficient to detain it, the other involuntarilycomes to the rescue.sweep go the
draperies down on the pavement.then another
clutch, another adjustment.forward 1 march I
and so on to the dreary, draggled end.
Stalk~stalk.stalk.comes up the man behind

her. Stalk.stalk.he has passed. Stalk.stalk.
stalk.lie is out of sight before she has passed a ]
single block.
Of course be is. One sinewy hand lightly

poising his umbrella; water-proof overcoat
44 close buttoned to the chin ;'' tight-fitting
trousers tucked into enormous India-rubber
boots. What is the stoni to him ? I do not
think I am naturallv malignant, but, under
such circumstances, it I could knock the man

into the gutter, 1 would!
Is this a small matter? Beloved friend,

smaller matters than these have swayed a


